GHRISTMASTIDE   IN   PRAGUE
in October and November, the Czechs celebrated this feast with
great honour. For days beforehand the children were as good as
gold; they washed their hands and necks, kept their nails clean,
did their homework, remembered to say their prayers.
I watched them that evening, with eyes like saucers, waiting
for Saint Nicholas, with his rosy cheeks and kindly eyes and mitre
and long white beard and sack of gifts over his shoulder, to knock
at the door. Frontiers meant nothing to them, nor motor-corri-
dors; Nicholas meant a great deal. I was thankful in my heart
that they could, in 1938, again greet their Nicholas as if nothing
had happened.
Came the knock at the door, its opening, and the appearance
of the good Nicholas; behind him, awe-inspiring, red-clad, horned
Krampus, with his birch. Then began the questions to the chil-
dren before the distribution of gifts: had they been good? The
meddling Krampus put in his word: 'It's not true, Herr Bishop,
that child blotted its copybook only last Tuesday5, and then
terrible wieldings of the birch, but Nicholas always placated
Krampus in the end and the child got its gift.
I loved it, though I thought a great deal about the refugee
children in the huts, especially about that two-weeks-old baby.
No Nicholas for them.
A great deal of money was subscribed in England for those
refugees. I saw little, in Czecho-Slovakia, of the results of that
subscription. I often asked, when I visited the refugees, if anyone
had been to see them and at one place they said yes, some time
before the British Consul had been there, and at another place they
said yes, the Lord had been there several weeks earlier and
measured them for clothes, but none had arrived yet, and in both
cases I found, on closer inquiry, that the visitor had been one* of
the few representatives of The Lord Mayor's Fund.
I believe blankets and things had been provided, but the con-
dition of those refugees was nearly as miserable as it could be,
nevertheless, and by Christmastide the realization of the one hope
on which they lived — that they would be enabled to emigrate to
a new land and start a new life — seemed very far off. I most.

